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CRAZY RIVER BRIDGE
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“8ix P. M. 3486 feet. St rising,”
tead the brief report that was handed
o 8helburn hy a dripping messenger
from headquarters. It was the night
f the sevanth day of almost unremit-

nt rain, the night of the Storm on
ge Blua Ridge division. Sinece noon

e Crazy River had been justifying
ts name, rising in leaps and bounds,

d by raging tributaries in the hills.
hera was gloom In the sky, gloom In
e hearts of the bridge and roadway

train possible was annulled and the
sldings began to fill to overflowing. At
elaven o'clock Mahoney's report read,
“43.6. Rilsing faster. Am putting
steam-shovel to work at Monica get-
ting out rock. Need more men. Looks
bad."

On {ts heels came another: “Durban
reporta dam just gone out en hepd

waters. Can you possibly come? Mau:
honey."

men Landslides threatened where
they did not fall, washouts came with-
out warning. Boyd, of the Mainte-
nance of Way. had slept four hours in
geventy-two; Shelburn, Chief Engineer,
not at all. At his great bridge over
the Crazy, Mahoney, hig young asaist-
ant, had heen working and watching
for two days.

Three other bridges had the river
wrested from the raillroad. With the
lnas of the third Heleomb had brought
from the west a tall bronzed man who
bad tunnelled the Rockies, spanned
mountain streams in the Himalayas,
and put a pair of ralls throngh the
desert past the cataracts of the Nile,
Mhis was Shelburn, and he had held
%he river hound and helpless between
the plers of the bridge he had thrown
meross it. Spring after spring it had
wone stark raving crazy, tearing tooth

nd claw at abutment and pler, foam-
ng, frenzied, swirling, a yellow demon
wof n stream gome utterly mad. But
mever in the memory of the oldest
krossing-lagman  hard there boen a
week llke the past one. Never had the
big bridge battled for its existence as

t was doing nmow, And the reports

rom the upper reaches of the river

orehoded ominous things.

The chiaf himeelf should be there;

nly one thing could keep him nway.

ut overhead was that one thing—

8 tiny son whom God's finger was

Imost touching. The crisis wonld
probably come this night the doctors
gald, 8o the Chief Engincer was re-

aining at home, watching the situ-
lation by wire, torn by varying anxl-
etier, yet outwardly calm, master of
himself and his emotions. Every few
iminutes thers came to him echoes of
|the fight with the eclements without
|and of that with a greater ennmy in
ithe room above. Again the hell rang.
| “Bix-thirty, 85.4. B8till rising. Ma-

oney,” wns the message. Scarcely
F;ld the door closed before the tels.

hone was calling him. It was M-

elly with word that in Pina Creek
jgorge slx miles of track that had been
‘under water all day had gone out
along with a high wooden trestle,
That meant that the Mineral dlvision
was cut in two for & week lo come.
But {1 SBhelburn's bridge held the main
Yine would be kept open.

At seven o'clork came the news,
wag feet. Still rising. Have ordered
smore men and twelve cars of stone
drom Pllot Junection.” Along with it
-was & note from Hancroft saying that
the wires were gtill good as far as the
‘bridge, but were gona beyond Pilot
WJunction, narth of there. Outslde the
rain fell ceaselessly, dripping, splash-
ing., driven against the window-panes
by furlous gusts of wind, The wet
branches of & tree creaked and beat
against the house as though in agony.
Overhead were soft footfalls and an
occaslonal little ery of pain that cut
the man ke a Knife,

Hourly the river rose and the fury
of the wind and rain Increased. Every

“T'm proud of you, my own bizg man"

The Durban dam gone! Tha chief
groaned. Sixty-one miles above the
britdge it had held back the waters of
the North Fork. Now in two hours
the crest of the greater flood would he
upon the scene of the hattle where
already there wag a scan! geven feet
between the muddy foam-crested
waves and the tles.

Could he come? For ten minutes
he fought it out with himseclf, Hol-
comb was already on the way. Down
thera at the river they nceded him.
His bridge needed him. Ye! dearar to
him than all his beloved bridees were
the little lad overhead and his mother,
He owed them more than he did the
road, Then for one llluminated In-
stant he saw with clearness the con-
gequences to thousands of others, the
suffering hodily and mentally that would
follow the hreaking of the railrond's
line. 1in recognized the Immutable
law of the rails, that come what may
they must he kept open; only to feel
anew that he could not leave at such
A time. “Don’t go away, Daddy. I'm
alrajd,” were the chilit’a words when
he hiad 1eft him a few moments befors,
and now his brain was filled with
thelr piteans appeal.

iack and forth he wrested for & lit-
fle space and then he mounted the
stairs., Of rallroad stock for two gen-
erations was the woman who met him
at their head. Bred In her was all the
guiet herolsm of tha women whose
‘men qre the servanis of the Traflie,
She knew gomething of the havoe le-
ing wronght, and in his grave eves she
read the answer to the gquestion In her
own.

“Tell the despatcher’s office every
hour how he s, he sald, "and they
will let me know. If the worst should
coma 1 can get hack In an hour or twao.
(inod-bye, little girl,” And in a great
rush of tenderness he bent over her.

To the very fullest she understood.
For one passlonate moment she clung
to him, then she looked up intn hls
fina sirong face. "I'm proud of you,
my own big man,” she said softly
“Now go. Laddle and | will come
through  heautifully.” Then she
helped him Into his great rubber coat
and he was out In the night

Limbs torn from tress by the gale
Impeded his progress; street-lamps
wern out, thelr wires down in the gen-
eral wreckage. Cllmbing over aob-
stncles, bending his head agalnst the
drlving rain, stumbling and groping in
the darkness, he reached the station.

By A

Hera the big passenger engine that ha
had asked Bancroft for was walting
1o take him to the bridge.

“Praise the Virgin, the wind'a be.
hind ns on thisa run,” said the wiry
little enginesr, Oliver MeCullough, as
they eped out through the great vard
that cowered dripping and almost de-
gorted in the storm. The headlight
only sent ita ray half the usual dis-

tance inte the wind-ridden deluge
ahead and the soaking road-hed was
none too good; but it was a race he-
tween Shelburn and the flood and the
ftake wae great, Ollver took chances
ha never took before. He prayed to
the sgaints that Vinson, In the des-
patcher's chair, had a wire with which
to clear the way for him and strove
intently to sea further into the lumi-
nous wall of gray that steadily re-
treated befors him. For the rest he
could only trust blindly to th.e "gland-
ing luck of an Irishman.!" Ninety
minutes the three men In the rab
rode through the gtorm with death
nover far away, but the wires and the
luck and the rails held, and as they
rounded & curve the first signs of the
gtruggle lay before them.

For a long distance back from the
bridge the tracks were congested with
gtalled trains, while on the sidings of
tha I1itile storage vard their engines
had heen pressed Into service to han-
dle material cars. Atlantics, Paclfics,
moguls, consolidateds, and a little four-
wheeler from & local, worked Impar-
tially at their lowly task.

Carrled along almost without effort
by the gale at his back, Shelburn
walked rapldly past a freight train,
then the Jocal passenger, another
freight, a train of frightened bawling
cattle, and a long string of sober-hued
Pullmans. Just back of these last was
the private car of a great singer. Art-
ists, passengers, brutes, and frelght
awalted alike the mad will of the river
that would not let them &cross. As
Bhelburn hurried down the tracks he
caught above the roar of the gale and
the angry wnlers the wonderful volea
of the singer in her car. Something
of the spirit of the night was In her
goul as she sang. “Die Walkiira" on
the river-bank in the storm whers men
and Natura fought in primeval rage
for the possesgion of a bridge! The
engineer's head went up as though he
heard a call to battle and, half bellev-
ing, his eyes swoept the Inky clouds
for slght of tha Valkyries riding in
thunder.

In shelternd  spots ahead fires
gleamed where kettles of coffee for the
workers were kept bolling.  Swirling
smoke from the engines drove horl
rontully from their stack through the
deluge Men hurried to and fre,
brenthless, tense-faced, mud-spattered
from head to foot, their eyes red from
loss of sleep and burning with the
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Hght of conflict. Lanterns flashed
wetly hera and there.  Shouty, the
creaking of carg, the pufling and whis.
thing of the locomotives. arasa only (o
be gnatehed aloft by the wind and he
blended in the mad tumult all about.
Beyond, 1t by the lightning and the
head-lights on the englnoe, wera the
vast dim lines of the bridge and the
wild, tumbling, foaming swaters of
the Crazy: over all the flving clouds
and the writhing blur of wind and
rain,

At the little telegraph shanty near
the bank Shelburn paueed long enough
for the news from home and to leave
Instructions as to findinz him. The
boy was still holding lLis own. As
ha turned to leave he camo face to
face with his assistant. Hatless was
Mahoney, water pouring off his leather
clothing, four days' growth of beard
on his chin, living In a warld that
for forty-eight hours bhLad consisted
only of a bridge and an Insane river

“Thank the Lord, vou've come!"” he
ghouted into his chief's ear throngh
hands held trumpet-wize  In the same
fashion he outlined the glituation. The
flood from the broken Aam had not
yet reached them, but the ralls wers
now onlr three feet above the water.
On this side the river wnas eating at
the bank as though trying to leava the
bridee stranded over the aold channel
while it flowed throuzh a new one,
Brugh mattresses were leing sunk

under the weight of tons of earth anid
rock along the threatened rallway em-
bankment that was the approach to
the bridge.
hundred yards back the linemen were

On a slight rlevation two

busy with a ghed for the telegraph in-
The present lncation would
be unsafe when the flood came. Al

ready engines from slde-tracked trains
farther up the line had been cut loose

and sent down to the river to bring
as far as Noniea the stalled
traing at the bhridge. On the other side

of the stream Number Fifty-four, the

New Orleans Mail, was due but it was
not expected that she wonld try to

eross with the river In its present

state and in the face of Mahoney's or-
der that no train be allowed on the
bridge until the danger lessened. Tha
despatcharas would douhtless hold her
at Pllot Junction. Shelburn nodded In
token of understanding and took com-
mand whila Mahoney sought out an en-
gine to take him back to Damascus
Junetion, where he couldl have coples
of the bridge specifications ready to
forward to the bullders should the
great structure go out. Horne down
faintly on the wind cams tha round of
the hlastinz at Monlea to loosen the
rock for the steam-shovel,

Ag the chief watched the sinking of
another mattress the operntor handed
him a dampwilted bit of paper. He
held his lantern up to it to read, "Not
go well.  Feover rising, Wil wire
agnin in fifteen minutes.” HHe thrust
it Into his pocket and the man stood
on tip:toe to shout yet more ill newas.
“Pllot Junction says Fifty-four ran by
the board there in the storm. BShe'll
be on the bridge any minute now."”

Shelburn issued orders as fast as he
could make himself heard. One man
ran to hold up the dozen cars of stone
that were about to be pushed out on
the southhound track to help weight
the siructure against the rush of the
Durban flood, another to get the way
cleared for the passage of the Mail
when she gshoulil be over, The waves
were on & level with the bridge tles
and In torment the big engineer
prayed that she would cross bhefore a
wall of water should sweep the ralls,
Now that the northbound track was
being blocked by a freight whose rear
Hghts could be seen rglowly advancing
over It, there was no opportunity to
send an englne across In safety to stop
Fifty-four on the farther slde. Then
the red lights halted and from the
other shore thers suddenly flaghed the
blinding glare of & headlight through
which the rain fell Hlka a thousand
darting spears of ellver light. Slowly,
gteadily, the long train drew across the
bridge, her bell tolling digmally. Shel.
burn caught sight of two figures on the
right-hand slde of heor engine's cah
as she passed, and alterward he knew
that one of them was dead, the body
of old "Pap" Bterling who had dled on
his engine. Like ona of the lords of
old whose bodles were set at the head
of the feast, Pap was making his last
run home through the night and the

tempest. With gulckening spead the
cars whipped pas! and were lost 1o
slght In the darkness and driving

rain. The Mall was over and the flaad
wans yvet to come. The talllights om
the bridge receded rapidly now, The
engineer on the frelght. whom, in spite
of orders, "Stubby” Bullivan had hyp-
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notized into backing over on it to holp
hold It down while Fifty-four
crossing, was hurrying back to gafor
ground. ‘The workers on the tracks
aeattered again hefore the approach of
the cars of stone that shot through the
Ight of the fires and out on 10 thae
brifge, and the
fight was In progress onee more

On the storm-swept bank Shelluirn,
with anxiety for his llttle lad gnawing
unceasingly at his soul, set hiin face
ke a mask to hide his aufferine and
watched the battle, directing the re-
pulse of the enemy. More curs of
broken stone were pushed out on the
embankment  where  muddy,  half-
drowned men fought the raging etream
desperalely with earth and rock and
huge mattresser of brush.

A hurrying, anxious fimire struggled
through the press, seeking the Chief.
It was the operator, with news that
tha wires wers gone tn tha south.
“Message coming for you when they
fatled,” he added. *“1 only got two
words of It, ‘Laddie is,' hefora thay
were lnst"”

Better no word at all than those two
which meant the scales had turned,
but gave no hint of whethor they
gtond for life or death. Evervthing
faded from the hiz enzineer's vislon
except a woman whn was needing him
as she bent over a chilidl in whom
thelr very heart-strings were bound up
“Allah, be mereiful to me n coward! ™
he groaned. *I can’t stand this, [ve
got to go bharck to Ilw\m and know.”

Heaven and earth carcencd awl
rocked and were split asunder Ly n
bolt of lighining that made ull things
Hghter than day. Balls of blue fire
skipped over the wind-lached waters
and from point to point of the steal
worlkk of the bridge. For one little
moment the wind died and a great
far-off murmur was heard that carriad
a monsirous nameless mentsce jn j1s
sound. Then came the thunder, peal
on peal, booming, echoing, rumbling,

wis

segree-intorrapod

wans ecarried far out over the river hy
the eale. Immediately men appeared
fisliting thelr way back into the teeth
of the storm to regain the shore. A
sonnd like the soughing of the wind
through a thousand, thousand plnes,
not loud yet seeming to deaminnte all
others, grew and grew. Another llight-
ning flash revenled the pertl.  Just
above the briilge, gtretching from banlk
to bank, a great wave bore down on {t,
The Durban flood had eoma.

Clean and bare It swept the hridge,
The heavily londed rars were whirled
and tumbled about and smashed
against the girders. The water poured
over the embankment, tore resistlezsly
at the earthwork and flooded the ralls
far back from tha bridge. Flres wers
put out and the men driven to the
higher ground. The previous flood-
gtnge had heen as a spring freshet to
this one. Four times its usual width
and flowing three feet above tha tracks
on the bridee, the Crazy mada its
final assault upon the thing It hated,
Grim and awful was the struggle now
in which the human allles of the
bridge eould only watch and walt. It
must make Ita fight alone and the
worn-out men  slept wherever they
dropped down on tha rain-sosked
ground, eprawling grotesquely llke the
dend on a battlefield. Agalnst the
fast-graying sky in the east Bhelburn
loomed Ilarge as he walted for an en-
gina to be spnt down (o bear him
home. The downpour had ceased and
the wind was dying away. New firea
blazed and smoked feably berause of
wet fuel.  The Chief found his mus-
cles rigid and his jaw aching with
hig sympathetic tension at the strain
he knew the Lridage was endurine. [t
wis as though hie eheld the agony of
weariness of some vast dumb animate

Thing,

Relentles=ly the swollon river hurled
fterlf dziinar 'he Never n
seronil’s post aild i1 g v Ve swirling
walers strove to overwocokm and rend

beneath the yellow river. A tremen
dous wave apread out aver [t and, ns
though In mockery, itz adge lapped the
boots of the man whom ths water had
beaten. His head and ghoulders bowed
benenth the bitterness of the blow. In
addition to his benumbine wearinee:
there setiled upon him Uke a leadon
cloud tha conviction 1hat down under
the flood lay part of his best work and
of a still more prieeless thing, his
ropiutation. Only an engloesr can
know in tha fullest the heartsiclkness
of such a loss. Instinetively the others
dreaw back from him aa though |r wore
indecent to look holdly wupon the
gtrong man's helplessnezs and defeat

The Crazy swept on through
great gap in the ralls. The sun binrst
through the clouds and the rrests of
the river hills were touched with
glory, but Shelburn did not see iz
face was gray beneath the grime as
ha swung up Into the eah of Mef'ul
lough’s engine and the little englneer,
peering into It, knew how ho
look when he was old. Ollver sall
nothing—there was ab=olutely nothine
to say—and he reached for
and sand.-rod. Twlee the
shot liissing eut thraugh
corks whem the mud-roverod, unkemn
flzure of the aperator bore down o
the engine, leaping the nrosien oy
of the weary sleepers a- he rah Y
page for Mr. Shelburn!
he pgrasped the
tender,

“Yes, [ know." anld the ("1 7 1)
as be took ft. “The hoy
conldn't have lived ti
I knew that when ! came

The telegrapher gave
searching glance as
"Better read 1, he

When Shelburn lnaoked b
paper he discovered that (!
mngt heantiful dny sinee the w
began. For the time he
that Oliver firoman were tioe
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Beyond, lit by the lightning and the headlights on the engines,
were the vast dim lines of the bridge

shaking the solid ground beneath It.
But in that moment's comparative
iealm Shelburn eauzht the significance
of the muMed roaring.

“Whistle the men off the bridge!"
he yelled to the engineer of a passing
locomotive, and, as other englnes
Joined in. a wlld chorus of warning

Hmb from limb thiz man-mada ereat.
ure that ventured ta appose them,
Down heneath the surface there was a
mighty trembling of truas and heam.
Like an artillery fusillade came the
snapping af bplts and reds.  The su-
perstrietura partod from the piers,
poiged for a mowment, and slid slowly

handsomest men he had eway Wheld
and that the big engine's thunderons
exhaust were singing exultantly, “Lad.
die I1s safe, Lad.die fy safe!”

“Ood! What a Mfeous nichimara
it all was'" he said 49 himealf aa they
fledl homeward thesmgh the gloriows
freshness «f " gamnier's moruing



